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-' " Please yourself/'
" But why can't I go ? These nights sleeping out in the
cold will finish me off/'
" And supposing you're caught in the village ?   Have
-you thought of that ?   Then they'll finish us all off.  D'you
think I don't know you ?   At the first examination you'll
betray us.  And you'll do it even before that, on the road
to Vieshenska."
Chumakov burst into a laugh and nodded approvingly.
He completely agreed with Fomin. But Kaparin said
obstinately:
" I must go. Your quickwitted arguments haven't made
me change my mind."
" But I've told you to sit still and don't fidget/'
" But don't you understand, Yakov Yefimovich, that I
cpui't go on living this animal life any longer ? I've got
pleurisy, and possibly even inflammation of the lungs."
" You'll get over it. You'll lie about in the sun and get
wefl."
" In any case I'm going to-day," Kaparin declared sharply.
" You have no right to restrain me. I'll go, whatever
happens."
Fomin gazed at him, suspiciously screwed up his eyes
and, winking at Chumakov, rose to his feet.
" It looks to me, Kaparin, as though you really have
fallen ill. ... You must have a high temperature. . . . Let
me see whether your head's hot t " He took several steps
towards Kaparin, stretching out one hand.
Evidently Kaparin fioticed the unpleasant look on Fomin's
face, for he fell back and sharply exclaimed :
" Get away ! "
" Don't make that noise I What are you making that
noise for ? I'm only going to find out. What are you up
to ? " Fomin strode to Kaparin and seized him by the
throat. " Intending to give yourself up, you swine ? " he
muttered thickly and, straining all his body, tried to throw
JEaparin to the ground.
Gregor had difficulty in separating them, and had to
exert all his strength.